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' GAMPUS AREA DELIVERY
TAKE OUT x EAT HERE !

SERVING DELICIOUS NEW YORK PIZZA BY THE SLICE AND BY THE WHOLE PIZZA PIE
11:30AM-MIDNIGHT MON-SAT * 3:30PM-MIDNIGHT SUNDAY

$2.00 OFF @ “=rosm
ANY 18” LARGE © R

1 16” MEDIUM PIZZA PLvs ,~
| 2 FREE 200z. SODAS Z

10¢ OFF A SLICE |

l'--1

1211 ALDER |

ON CAMPUS NEXT TO SACRED HEART HOSPITAL ,'
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NATURAL GROCERY EST. 1982
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Whole foods, for whole people . . . Fresh from the farm to you!

o organically grown produce * organic beer & wine
=4 organic bulk foods ¢ vitamins & supplements ¢ organic herbs & spices
» special orders / case discounts * natural body care products

LOCALLY OWNED & OPERATED

i
RAVIOLI + PASTA SAUCE + PESTO « RAVIOLI + PASTA SAUCE + PESTO + RAVIOLI + PASTA SAUCE
WORLD PEACE BEGINS IN THE KITCHEN

Chas Pra Ya

The Best Thai Cuisine

W * BEST NEW RESTAURANT
.| % BEST SOUTHEAST ASIAN
i % BEST TAKE OUT

26 LunchSpecials ¢ Lunch & Dinner, Dine In or Take Out
Huge Vegetarian Selections ¢ Family Owned & Operated.

580 ADAMS ST., EUGENE (aAcross FrRoM Rep AppiE)® 344-1706
MON-FRI LUNCH: 11AM-3PM, DINNER: 4:30-9PM ¢ SAT-SUN 12-9pM

FOR DELIVERY CALL PONY EXPRESS 485-2090

You define the family

We provide the food!

Proud co-sponsor of Free Shakespeare in the Park's
" The Winter Tale at Amazon Park, August 1 and

each Saturday & Sunday in August at 6pm.

Ry f Call or .
3 = e-mail ¢
) us about ra ‘ a
picnic ‘ '
boxes! Mediterranean Rustica

Iraila
circa 1964

2435 Hilyard * Eugene, OR 97405 (in the Humble Bagel)

www.iraila.com * Open Wed.-Sun. @ 5pm °* 541-684-8400

1000 exoereovar
The Square Meal

Kesey and the exploration of essential chaos.

T he 100-year anniversary of the
action in James Joyce’s Ulysses
has been much celebrated in print
lately, and justly so. But we’re also at the
anniversary of another epic journey that’s
worthy of note. Forty years ago, Ken Kesey
and his tribe of Merry Pranksters were on
the road from San Francisco to New York,
surfing the bow wave of a cultural revolu-
tion looming just below the horizon, in
waters deceptively placid on the surface.
The Great Depression was long gone, put to
rest by the victory of World War II.
Technology and wealth had made America
great, and this was only the beginning. TV
dinners foretold microwaves, while a
nation of cars gathered like cattle at drive-
in troughs, filling up on burgers and milk-
shakes and blazing a trail for the fast-food
herd to follow. Meanwhile, America’s dark
underbelly continued to fester; segregation,
DDT, witch hunts, the taboos of sex. It was
an uptight time, with plenty of uptight peo-
ple determined to keep it that way.

The Merry Pranksters, meanwhile, were
overflowing with spontaneous, absurd
energy. Kesey had just published One Flew
Over the Cuckoo s Nest, which used insane
asylum interiors as allegory for the cult of
control suffocating America. Cuckoo s Nest
seemed to promise that such oppressive
squareness would not — could not — con-
tain humanity’s essential chaos in a world
that is, after all, round.

The struggle between the square and the
circle is about more than shape. It’s about
humanity’s never ending quest to gain a
reliable foothold in an environment that is
in constant flux. Think of the circle, with its
forgiving, flowing curve, as a river. Think
of the square as the cup we dip into the river
to get a drink. We need them both, the flow
and control. To truly embrace the flow
would mean being perfectly OK with flow-
ing over a waterfall. On the other hand, to
give yourself completely to the square
would mean becoming a total nerd, or an
uptight nurse like in Cuckoo's Nest.

Even Pranksters, it turns out, can be
square. As Tom Wolfe reports in The
Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test, there were two
Pranksters on the bus, Generally Famished
and Dis-mount, who “took to going off
whenever they could for a square meal.
Square on every level ... in one of those
square American Steak houses ... square
steak, square French fries, boiled bland
peas and carrots and A-1 steak sauce.”

The other Pranksters scoffed at this,
maintaining their diet of hamburgers from
roadside joints along the highways that
Eisenhower built. In hindsight, hamburgers

seem pretty square, too. Should we be dis-
appointed? If there were an organic hippy-
food option at every stop, would the
Pranksters have gone there instead?

Probably not, my gut tells me. “Never
trust a Prankster,” went the mantra. And
while the Pranksters were full of surprises,
one thing that never wavered was their love
for America, despite so much about it that
was ungroovy. In many ways, the open road
and the hamburger epitomized American
freedom, and in their loyalty to the road
burger, the Pranksters confirmed their deep
patriotism.

Hoping to confirm my faith in abstract
symbolism, I journeyed to the kitchen to
prepare a burger that isn’t square. I minced
garlic and parsley and mixed them into a
paste, which I massaged, with bread-
crumbs, into ground meat. I patted the meat
into a big flat circle and fried it in bacon
grease. In another pan, I made a sauce of
mushrooms, garlic, sherry, red wine and

butter.
.. .while the
Pranksters were full of
surprises, one thing that
never wavered was their
love for America,
despite so much about it
that was ungroovy.

As the outside of the burger got crispy;, it
started smelling really good. But I realized
that the inside of this round patty would
never taste as good as the surface. The sur-
face, yes! Surface area is the key! More sur-
face area means more tasty crispiness to
soak up the tangy, earthy, mushroom sauce.

I may be a sucker for symbols, but I
couldn’t bear the thought of eating the
tepid, soft, parsley-infested interior of that
patty. This is how Dante must have felt in
the center of heaven, how Kesey must have
felt when they reached New York and
nobody seemed to care.

Pissed, I dug into the big round patty
with the blade of my spatula, cutting it into
small pieces: oblong spheroids, trapezoids
and, yes, squares. When they were crispy
all around, I stirred them into the mush-
room sauce and then served the crispy
chunks on French bread slices with mayo.
Was it still a burger? Was it square? I don’t
know. And at this point, I don’t care. ~ 6W

Chef Boy Ari, also known as Ari LaVaux, is currently
living and cooking in Missoula, Mont.

¢ Lhe

Lroadway

Bistro * Wine Mevchants * Catering

Belgian Beer Tasting
[ An educational explovation of Belgian Beers
= Thurs., July

=5 RESERVATION REQUIRED  APPETIZERS SERVED * TICKETS $25
200 W. BROADWAY « EUGENE, OR 97401 « 685-0790
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